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Religion, Morality, Loyalty, Obedi- 
ence to the Laws, Independence, Per- 
sonal Security, Justice, Inheritance, 
Protettion, Property, Industry, Na- 
tional Prosperity, Happiness. 


Atheism, Perjury, Rebellion, Treason, 
Anarchy, Murder, Equality, Madness, 
Cruelty, Injustice, Treachery, Ingra- 
titude, Idlencss, Famine, National and 
private Ruin, Mizet ye 
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$ 0X 6. 
To the Tune of —* Hearts of Oak.” 


E Britons, ſo brave, ſo bold and ſo free, 
Come lend your attention, and liſten to me; 
I'll ſhew you moſt elearly the plots that are laid, 
To ſteal all your comforts, your bleſſings invade. 
But to join in the cauſe 
Of King, Liberty, Laws, 
Ye always are ready, 
And ſteady, boys ſteady, 
To defend our Old | [ Huzza, boys, hozza! 


The French moſt perfidious, we ever have found, 
Old England they hate, and would fain pull her down; 
Our glorv they envy, our happineſs too, 
And would change our old gold, for their tinſel fo new. 
But we'll ſhew in the cauſe 
Of King, Liberty, Laws, 
Me always are ſteady, 
And ready, boys—ready, 
To defend our Old England, Huzza, boys, huzza! 


Afraid that the Lion of England ſhould wake, 
They try to ſteal that, they dare not try to take ; 
They pay wicked men, to ſeduce you with lies, 
And to rob you ſecurely, throw duf in your eyes. 
But they'll find in the cauſe | 
Of King, Liberty, Laws, 
We always are fteady 
And ready, boys—ready, 
To defbad our Old England, Huzza, boys, huzza! 


No religion or laws the vile Jacobins own ; 
Their 2 od they deny, and their King they dethrone; 
To gain their own ends the poor people they cheat, 
Then leave them to ſtarve, not a morſel to eat. 

Then let us in the cauſe 

Of King, Liberty, Laws, 

Be ever moſt ſteady, 

And ready, boys—ready, 
To defend our old England, Huzza, boys, huzza! 


Their trade is all gone, there are none now to buy, 
The rich are all baniſh'd, the poor left to die, 
No corn in their markets, no coin in their ftates, - 
No ſhips in their ports, and no faith in their _ 

But they'll find in the cauſe 

= King, Liberty, Laws, 

We always are _— 
And ready, boys ready, 


10 defend our Old England, 3 2 bur 
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But look, ye bold Britons, around you, and fee 
The contreik how great, ye are happy and free; 
Here Peact ſpreads her olive, an! Ui-nty her (tore, 
And uitice alix< guara: the rich and the poor. 

Then ſhew in the cauſe 

Of King, Liberty, Laws, 

Ye always are ſteady, 

And ready, boys - ready, 
To defend our Old England, Huzza, boys, huzza ! 


Our commerce is great, manufactors well paid, 
The world is our mart, ſo extenſive our trade; 
All, all, have employment, the idle alone 
Have cauſe of complaint, but the fault is their own, 
But ſhew in the cauſe | 
Of King, Liberty, Laws, 
We always are ſteady, | 
And ready, boys—ready, 
To defend our Old England, Huzza, boys, huzza! * 


Our Nobles for Liberty freely will bleed, ; 
Since they planted her firſt, in the fam'd Runnymead ; 
Moft ſacred our Gentry her boughs will ſuſtain, 
From the blows of vile France, or their engine, Tom Paine. 
Then firm in the cauſe, 
Of King, Liberty, Laws, 
Ye always are ſteady, : 
And ready, boys—ready, 
To defend our Old England, Huzza, boys, huzza l 


Our ſoldiers are loyal, brave, honeſt, and true, 
Our failors unmatch'd, ſhould you ſearch the world through; 
Our poor, when induſtrious, have plenty, and caſc, 
And Charity holds out her alms to diſeaſe. 
Then firm m the cauſe 
Of King, Liberty, Laws, 
Ye always are ſteady, 
And ready, boys—ready, 
To defend our Old England, Huzza, boys, huzza! 


The King is our father, protector, and friend, 
And firmly our rights, and his own, will defend: 
Then our hearts and our voices uniting, we'll ſing, 
And pray for long life, and long reign, to our King. 
And ſtaunch in the cauſe | 

Of King, Liberty, Laws, 

We'll ever be ſteady, 

And ready, boys—ready, 
To ght for Old England, Huzza, boys, huzza! 


A WORD 


($9 
A WORD TO THE WISE, 


A new Ballad on the Times. 


Tas Mounſeers, they ſay, have the world in a ſtring, 
They dont like our Nobles, they don't like our King ; 
But they ſmuggle our wool, and they'd fain have our wheat, 
And leave us poor Engliſhmen nothing to eat. 

2 | Derry down, &. 


They call us already, a Province of France, 
And come here by hundreds to teach us to dance; 
They ſay we are heavy, they ſay we are dull, 
And that beef and plumb- pudding s not good for John Bull. 
Derry down, &c. 


They jaw in their clubs, murder women and Prieſts, 
And then for their Fiſhwives they make Civic feaſts ; 
Civic feaſts! what are they? why a new-faſhion'd thing, 
For which they renounce both their God and their King. 

| Derry down, &. 


And yet there's no eating, 'tis all fooliſh play, 
For when pies are cut open, the birds fly away; 
But Frenchmen admire it, and fancy they ſee, 
That 1 s perch'd at the top of a Tree. 


Derry down, &c, 


They ſay man and wife ſhould no longer be one, 
&«'Do you take a daughter, and I'll take a ſon;“ 
And as all things are equal, and all ſhould be free, 

If your wife don't ſuit You, Sir, perhaps ſhe'll ſuit me.” 
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But our women are virtuous, our women are fair, 
Which is more than they teil us your French women are; 
They know they are happy, they xno they are free, 
And that Liberty's not at the top of a tree. 
Derry down, &c. , 


Then let's be united, and know when we're well, 
Nor believe all the lies theſe Republicans tell, 
They take from the rich, but don't give to the poor, 
And to all ſorts of miſchief they'd open the door. 
| Derry down, &c, 


Our ſoldiers and ſailors will anſwer theſe ſparks, 
Though they threaten Dumourier ſhall ſpit us like larks; : 
True Britons don't fear them, for Britons are ſrce, 
And know Liberty's not to be found on a tree. 
Derry down, Kc. 


Ye Britons be wiſe as you're brave and humane, 

You then will be happy without any Pain; 

We know of no Deſpots, we've nothing to fear, 

For this new-fangled nonſenſe will never do here. | 


. : D erry down, &c, 


Then ſtand by the Church, and the King, and the Laws, 
The Old Lion ſtill has his teeth and his claws ; 

Let Britain ſtill rule in the midſt of her waves, 5 
And chaſtiſe all thoſe foes who dare call her ſons ſlaves. 


Derry down, &c. 


A WORD 


t 
A WORD OR TWO OF TRUTH, 


| Addreſſed to all Loving Engliſhmen, and which goes to the 
Ceed old Tune of Derry Down.“ 


OME hither, dear countrymen, liſten to me, 
l cure your diſeaſes without bribe, or fee, 
And <cxpoſe tne vile tricks of thoſe ſcoundrel French quacks, 


Whole noſtrums would make us their porters and hacks, 
Derry down, &c. &c. <2 


To enflave us for ages you all know they've tried, - 
But as often we've drubb'd them, and pull'd down their pride; 
Tir'd out with their old trade before us of running, 
They'd fain now cajole us with canting and cunning. 


But in this as in t'other they'll find they're miſtaken, 
For I truſt we ſhall ne'er be of God fo forſaken, 
Jo give this fair land to ſuch colleagues in evil, 

As that murderer Marat, Tom Stitch, and the Devil. 


As for vip'rous Mad Tom, he has long been our foe, 
And is leagueq with all Hell to entail on us woe, 
Whole years in his ſoul has the venom been brewing, 
Which he now ſpurts about to accompliſh our ruin. 


He talks of our rights, of our freedom, and good, 

But his aims be affur'd are in this underſtood, 

For he only would ſet us together a wrangling, 

That his friends o'er the water may ſeize us while jangling, 


The deſigns of their tyrants they ſtill have in view, 
Though by different methods the end they purſue, 
Conceited, pragmatical, inſolent, vain, 

They can't bear that Britain ſhould rule o'er the main. 


Tom Paine told them once how to ruin our fleet, ; 
"Tis this which now makes him and Monſieur ſo ſweet, 
But they and their cronies in malice and fin, 


Had belt catch the beaſt e er they dare ſell his ſkin, 
| B4 He 
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He riſes majeſtic—he ſtalks to the ſhore— 

His eyes flaſhing fire terrific his roar 

The Lion of England—how old Ocean ſhakes, 

As the ſounds thunder o'er it at which Gallia quakes. 


Qur tars are true-hearted, our ſoldiers are brave, 

And who that is Britiſh will e'er be a ſlave, 

Aſſiſted by Heav'n in fo righteous a cauſe, 

Well die for our King, for our Freedom, and Laws. 


Unite then, dear friends, and let Freedom impart, 
Firm love of our Country to each honeſt heart, 
Be but true to yourſelves and tho miriads advance, 
Old England ſhall ne'er be a province of France. 


Fack, hand here that tankard of nut-brown old ſtout, 
Round with it my boys—we'll have more when 'tis out; 
Oh curſe all French cut-throats, ſtill, {till let us ſing, 
While with Liberty bleit—So all health to the King. 


John Bull at his monarch may now and then grumble, 

But will never permit baſe ſeducers to mumble, 

Like man and wife, when they jar, tis but peace to reſtore, 
And far better to love, than they e'er did before. 


Under him and his father we've flouriſh'd and fought, 
And we'll act my boys as true Engliſhmen ought, 
Our girls and our children ſhall chuckle around us, 
For with God on our ſide the whole world can't confound us. 


The French ſeem to ſcorn him, but to us he's dear, 
And while that is the caſe, we have nothing to fear, 


In peace then and honour may Britons ſtill ſing, 
And bleſs their Good God, their Old Laws, their Old King. 


God bleſs him, and ſave him, and grant that he ſtill, 
May the Agent be here of thy merciful will, 

Our birthright to guard, our true rights to maintain, 
h bleſs him, and bleſs him, and bleſs him again. 


- I | The 


„ 


The New Hearts of Oal. 


Cour rouſe up my lads, 2 
And defend the great cauſe 

Of our Country and King, 

Our Religion and Laws; i 
Theſe, in ſpite of the maxims 

Of Prieſtley and Paine, 

Fach true. hearted Briton 

Would die to maintain. 


CHORUS, 


Hearts of oak are our ſhips, 
Hearts of oak are our men, 
We always are ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady, 

Be firm in the cauſe 


Of our Country and King. 


Shall a nation, for wiſdlom 
And valour long fam'd, 
Hear their Laws and their Council 
Scditiouſly blam'd ; 
But let Levellers talk, 
And let rioters ſwear, 
We have thoſe at the helm 
Who know well how to ſteer. 
Hearts of oak, &c. 


The French had long bow'd - 

To Oppreſſion's ſtern rod, 

And mad to be freed, | 
Drench'd their footſteps in blood; 


\ 
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But we, who are bleſſ d 

In ſo gentle a reign, 

Have no cauſe to rebel, 

And no right to complain. 
Hearts of oak, &c. 


The Frenchmen we long 
Have conſider d as ſoes, 
And did ever with courage 
And vigour oppoſe; 
Tho' we ſhelter their poor, 
For protection who fled, 
Yet by Frenchmens' example 
We ſcorn to be led. 

Hearts of oak, &c. 


May Commerce long flouriſh, 

And faction ſoon ceaſe, 

And George long reign o'er us, 

In glory and peace ; 

Whilſt ſoldiers and ſailors 

And citizens ſing 

Of the bleſſings of Britons, 

And long live the King. 

Ckoxus. 

Hearts of oak are our ſhips, 
Hearts of oak are our men, 
We always are ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady, 
Be firm in the cauſe 
Of our Country and King. 


A NEW 


En) 


AN EW SONG. 


Tune ; O the golden Days of Good Dueen Beſs. 


. y y HAT a pother in this land, about our French neighbours ! 

How they live but to command, aud hade ceas d from all their labours: 

Nothing now mult be talk'd of, but the Grand Revolution, 

We muſt follow the French faſhion, and change our Conſtitution, 
Long may Old England poſſeſs good cheer and jollity, 

Liberty and property, and no equality. 


How theſe gallant French heroes through F anders do roam, 
Glad to get their bread and cheele any where but at home. 


But whilſt their poles of Liberty in every town they plant, 
At home their wives and children are crying out for want. 


Long may Old England, &c, 


Well ſupply'd with Engliſh muſquets, how valiantly ws fight: 
They need but to preſent them, their enemies to fright. 
T deir maſſacrees and plunderings have ſo terrifi d the ſtates, 
To preſerve their lives and property they open wide their gates. 
Long may Old England, &c. 


Then their good friends in England rejoice at the news, 

And another fifty thouſand goes, for blankets, coats, and ſhoes: 
A hundred thouſand ſacks of flour theſe ſoldiers brave to hearten, 
While we at home muſt buy our loaves at ſevenpence a quartern. 
Long may Old England, &c. 


But orders are given now, by thoſe in high command, 

That no more corn or flour ſhall be ſhipp'd from out this land 

That gur poor may not want bread, and be famiſhing with hunger, 

Whilſt French ſoldiers are brought over our towns for to plunder. © 
Long may Old England, &c. 

For 


3 
For when into wi:xer quarters the French do retire, 
Of providing for ſuch numbers their Flemiſh friends will tire; 


For the ſake of beef and pudding, here the rogues would ſoon come 
over, | 


And our patriots would all ſubſcribe to land them ſafe at Dover. 
Long may Old England, &c. 


What a dinner they'd provide for their friends the mounſieurs, 

Good beef, and good pudding, with plenty of ſtrong beer. 

How they'd fing Cu ira as they march'd up to London, 

Wich the thoughts of good cheer, and the hopes of good plund'ring. 
Long may Old England, &c. 


How wou'd Engliſhmen brook, to behold ſuch diſaſters ; 

The men they've beat fo often brought here to be their maſters. 
& You mult all become French citizens, we've told you our plan. 
Or we'll cut all your throats to enforce the Rights of Man.“ 
Never may Old England behold fuch brutality ; 

Liberty, and property, and no Equality. 


Would theſe friends of the people but look about at home, 
To beſtow their kind charities ſo far they need not roam: 
A hundred thoufand ſacks of flour, with blankets, coats, and ſhoes, 
A hundred thouſand would bleſs them for, and be joyful at the news, 
Long may Old England be fam'd for hoſpitality, 
Liberty: and property, and no equality. 


Let no EMS. us allure; nor no French us ; 
While our property's ſecure by the laws of the Land, 
In planting poles of liberty let's ſcorn to bear a part, 
For liberty's engrav'd on each true Britiſh heart. 
Leng may Old England poſſeſs good cheer and jollity, 
Liberty and property, and no equality. . 
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THE FRENCHMAN'S ATTEMPT TO Milch 
| JOHN BULL; 


A NEW SONG; 


To the Tune of, Derry down.” 


FE for ſhame, Johnny Bull, by Frenchmen fo gull'd! 
By Frenchmen, I ſay, whom fo often you've maul'd ; 
Who, becauſe they have got themſelves into a hobble, 

Are {triving to make honeſt Engliſhmen ſquabble. 


For full well they know, if at home we're united, 
That Frenchmen have over-much cauſe to be frighted ; 
Of French Liberty therefore they offer a treat, 

Becauſe that they know *twould our ruin create. 


So they tell Tommy Paine O pray write a book, 
And inform poor John Bull how ill he does look; 
For if left to himſelf, we're afraid he'll not know 
How unhappy he is, and his pulſe that its low : 


That his liberty's gone, and that trade he has none; 
He'll quickly believe it, as ſure as a gun: 
Theſe tricks oft' we've tried, as e Tommy Paine; 
So we'll give you a penſion to try them again. 


Of Equality, mind, you cannot fay too much; 

And on Liberty pray do remember to touch ; 
You may ſay, how content and how happy our nation ; 
But give not a Hint of our dreadful ſtarvation. 


Then adviſe Johnny Bull—our pretty milch cow, 

To leave off his trade, and give up the plough, 

To live on Equality—others to humble; A 

So will John quickly roar, for his guts they will grumble. 


Thus will England be envied by Frenchmen no more ; 
And ſhou'd ns be tempted to viſit your ſhore, 

We'll teach you to live on ſoup-maigre and frog, 

For if we ſucceed, you'll have no other prog. 


"Then, Britons, attend, and no longer ſtoop, 

Of France and her politics to be the dupe: 

But all hearts unite, and moſt cheerfully ſing, 

God proſper all Engliſhmen—God ſave the King! 


V 


( 14 ) 


THE LOYALIST. 


Written by a Friend to the King and 


Caſtitution. 


Tune, Pub about the — 


HEN BaIr AI firſt her fair domain 

To Bxuxswick's line had granted, 

Fell Diſcord ſpread her horrid train, 
And loud Sedition vaunted; 

But rightful GEORGE maintain'd his crown 
Againſt ſuch foul pretenders, 

And by his conq'ring arms put down 
Rebellion's proud defenders. 


CHORUS. 


Now ev'ry loyal heart will join 
To curſe a revolution, 
But drink and ſing. 
Gop ſave the KING 
And happy Conſtitution ! 


In Forty-five again they ſtrove 
Poor CHARLEY to reſtore, Sir; 
Burt their ſucceſs again did preve 
No better than before, Sir : 
Great WILLIAM did the hoſt command 
Of Britain's valiant ſons, Sir ; 
And by his ſword the daſtard band 
Were totally undone, Sir. 8 
Then ev'ry, &c. 


To 


1 
To Gallic perfidy we owe 
The lofs of vaſt dominions ; 
And ſhall we now by treach'ry ſhow 
We follow their opinions ? 
No—let us all as one combine, 
With honeſt indignation, 
To fruſtrate ev'ry dark deſign 
Againſt the CRown and NATION ! 


: Then ev'ry, &c. 


While Ocean bounds the Britiſh iſles, 
And we're by GEORGE defended, 
Fair Freedom ever on us ſmiles, 

And honeſt hearts are blended.. 
May Navy, and the Army too, 

Unite to guard our ſhores, Sir, 
And BriTaAiNn's happineſs purſue, 

Till time ſhall be no more, Sir. 
Then ev ry, e. 


With loud huzzas to GEorGE's name, 
Let every member riſe, Sir ; 
And he who dares refuſe the ſame 
We evermore deſpiſe, Sir. 
Here's GEorGE THE THIRD, and long may he 
With England's ſceptre rule us! 
Nor France, or her Equality, 
Adopted be to fool us. 


Any 7 
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A NEW SONG, 


To the Tune of * Rule, Britannia.“ 


— 1 war enſanguin'd Gallia's plains, 
Britannia ſhed the pitying tear: 


But ſoon ſhe heard with warning ſtrains 
Her genius whiſp'ring in her ear, 
Guard, Britannia, guard thy ſtate, 
« Britons ſave from Frenchmens' fate. 


See dire Sedition {tretch her hand 
To graſp thy treaſures, ſtrike thy King. 
% Then haſte !—Arouſe a faithful band 
« With loyal ſhonts th' alarum ring. 
« Guard, Britannia, &c. 


« But draw not yet thy martial ſword : 
Thy vengeance keep for foreign foes, 
« Till French ambition gives the word, 
« And madneſs fills the world with woes. 
« Guard, Britannia, &c. | 


«© Thy pow'r in mercy beſt appcars, : 
« When headitrong ſons unnat'ral grow. 
« Perhaps they {light thy pray'rs and tears, 
« And join their parent's native toe. 
« Guard, Britannia, &c. 


« Thy rage indignant yet repreſs.— 
% Soon ſhall the prodigals return 
« And ſoon their folly they'll confels, 
« And loſt allegiance penſive mourn. 
« Guard, Britannia, &c. 


« Thy Lion's noble nature ſhow ;— _ 
« Be firm, yet mild as GEORGE thy King; | 
4 So Strife ſhall down to ſhades below, 
4 «© And Faction far her flight ſhall wing. 
L „Guard, Britannia, &c. 


Not diſtant far bleſt Peace I ſee-— | 
« Bleſt Peace, with olixe- garlands crown'd, 
„ Britons united, happy, tree, 
„ Agree to [well the patriot found ;— 
Guard, Britannia, guard thy ſtate ! 
« Britons ſave from Frenchmen's fate! 
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